16            THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

And of Hygelac be we the hearth-fellows soothly.
My father before me of folks was well-famed
Van-leader and atheling, Ecgtheow he hight.
Many winters abode he, and on the way wended
An old' man from the garths, and him well re-
members
Every wise man well nigh wide yond o'er the

earth.
Through our lief mood and friendly the lord

that is thine,

Even Healfderie's son, are we now come a-seeking,
Thy warder of folk. Learn us well with thy

leading,

For we have to the mighty an errand full mickle,
To  the  lord   of the  Dane-folk:   naught  dark
shall it be,                                                      271

That ween I full surely. If it be so thou wottest,
As soothly for our parts we now have heard say,
That one midst of the Scyldings, who of scathers

I wot not,

A deed-hater secret, in the dark of the night-tide
Setteth forth through the terror the malice un-
told of,
The shame-wrong and slaughter.    I therefore to

Hrothgar

Through my mind fashioned roomsome the rede
may now learn him,